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.pirits recover from the shock and terror of
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tor's house discussing arrangements for our
concert,” she said, smiling

And with a smi turn } wered, |
the words Bajazzo: “Yo ging [

vated me.”
A dark glow spread over Regi

he asked hastily:

“Have you settled the order

“Yes, here it is: Introductory ergan num-
ber; singing by the
the harp; ‘Ave Maria';
ing by the church choir; a 'cello piece; then Re
gina Wolter again; &n organ number ¢ ]
with, [Is that all right?”

“Ceortainly. 1 have offered to do whatever |
can.”

“And that will be samething splendid
said enthusiastically. “But

church choir; prelude with
legina Waolter; sing

more. There is very little

church. Where you, the singer

ought to be some lluminat S

idea—a request to make which you in your

gootdness will surcly not deny. Yo
a wonderful work of art—the by

is just as if he ha ,
beauty, for sonre ancient church. If you would

1 heen mu

lend him for the evenings, he would fit aples
didly into the situation. It will not be mucl
trouble; the next morning he will be brough
back. I ean see already how beautiful it will

he when his candles are lighted.”

He had become very much interested and hi
heaming eyves were fixed on the angel's figur
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frame, her hands clasped together, and her
zaze, like his, was fixed on the angel. There
was something burning in her look—a deep,
fieree longing. But she shook her head and
~aid softly:
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“No, that will never do. He cannot shed his
light—not yet."”

There was a gleam in her eves, a smile on
her lipe.

“His candlez have never heen lighted.' she
.:'inl"li.

He looked at her curiously

“All the more reason. then, Friulein R
zina,” he answered. “Could there Le a nobler
dedication than the one which would be made
to-night?"

“Yes; for him there could be” she replied

And again there was a note of
her voice.

“What do you mean? What is the
about this angel? Tell me, please.”

She nodded ussent.

“He is &n heirloom, handed down from g
eration to generation—not in the same family,
but by friend to friend.
to a young girl with the blessing and the in-
junction, ‘May he bring you good fort
When once good fortune comes to you—reul,
great, God-given good fortune, that which the
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on earth—then you must fight the ungel's
candles. Before that you must not light
them.'

“So the candle-bearer went from the hand
of one friend into the hands of another. Fori.
une hag touched with its golden wings many
a one of his possessors. From a dear friend
he came to me. But since | have had him hi
candles have never burned.”
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vou, who hold se much good fortune for other
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They had reached the house, and when the
friendly lamplight illuminated the room he
was sturtled by what he saw in Regina's face.
t was ashy and haggard and the expression-
lezs eyen stared into vacancy,

“Regina, what's the matter?" he asked, anx-
iously., “Was the excitement of esinging too
muech for vou?"

She shook her head.

“Nothing's the matter.
some refreshments.”

“No: don't. I will go myself.”

And Frau Wolter pushed Regina back from
the door and went out.

Regina leaned on the table, her head bowed.
Her arms dropped limply at her side and over
there, towering above her, stood the man who
had taken away her soul, whose heart fought
agninst hers. Only an hour ago she had be-
lieved in her fortune—in a great, golemn, en-
rapturing happiness. And now?

“A Bblot upon the honor of my house would
e to me a deadly poigon, killing all my enjoy-
ment of life."”

She heard the words again and again. Now
e knew what must huppen, Was there no
mereiful power which would spare her those
minutes, those bitterest minutes?

In helpless fear her glance flew unwillingly

y the ange!, Kurt's eves had followed hers.
“uddenly he stood beside her and his hot hands
clasped her cold, trembling fingers. His voice
unded close to her ear, which was almost
stopped by her heartheats,

“Regina, I can't put what I want to say into
You know how deep into my heart you
huve grown, with your goodness and your
charm. You know that life would be cheerless
for me without you—that I love you very, very
dearly. Let me light the angel's candles, for
you and for me.”

But she drew back. With big, horrified eyes
she stared at him, as she took her hands out of
his. Then she slowly shook her head:

“Noj; it cannot—it must not be. It can never
bo 't

Her voice was now clear and ealm.

“Regina”

She raised her hund protestingly.

“Never! Don't ask me why! It cannot be.”

With that she left the room. He was alone.
He stared after her—after her who no longer
scemed the same to him, from whom all ten-
derness and goodness had bheen stripped and
nothing remained but offishness and self-will.
What was the matter? That was the question
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Translated, with Introductory Comment, by William

burning in his heart and throbbing in hi
brain.

Kurt knew that Regina's words, “Don’t as)
me,” barred the way to an answer; for in her
eyes there was an expression which =aid
“Don't ask me if vou love me.” He did love
her: therefore he submitted and was =ilent.
But in his soul wrath, sympathy, love and re
sentment fought with one ancther for the mas-
tery.

Full of bitterness, he left the house in which
he thought he had found happiness. Full of
bitterness because of this thought: “She does
not lave me in the way in which I longed to
have her love me, for she has no confidence.”

For months Kurt Heinzius had been in Ber
lin, where he had found something to do in
the captured material department of the War
Ministry. He had not spoken with Hegina
alone since that evening, for on the following
morning & telegram had called him to his new
post in the capital.

Yet he could never forget the time he had
spent in the Harz village. Again and again
the old house stood before his eyes, with its
ivy-covered gable, its high-ceilinged rooms and
the antique furniture in them. Again he saw
his two hostesses—the older one, who seemed
to bear a secret burden on her wearied shoul-
ders, in whose eves there was a hard gleam,
the expression of a soul which had done with
hopes and wishes; and the younger one, who
glided through the house like sunshine and
with her art hrought beauty and joy into its
sombre interior,

He should not have submitted. He should
have asked; he should have demanded an ex
planation. She owed it to him. One does
not refuse so szbruptly, so unreasonably, a

man’s heart and hand. That is insulting;
That is—-
“Look out! Look out! You're running over

us,” sald an irritated voice, interrupting his
thoughts and checking his reckless, absent-
minded stride, He excused himself and looked
about him with bewildered eyes, coming hack
from another world into the world of actuality.

Some people stood there with a big basket
full of brass and copper ware.

“We are carrying this to the market hall, to
the military delivery station,” they said. “But
there is a great crowd. We get numbers and
must wait our turn. Often it is hours before
we get to the delivery desk. See how many
there are behind us.”

“It is fine of you to give what you can spare.
One c¢an be proud to belong to a people which
iz ready to make sacrifices without a thought
where the Fatherland is concerned.”

Now he went himself into the market hall.
He wanted to see the delivery station. And as
he looked at the masses of copper kettles and
of brass and nickel ware his attention was
attracted by something glistening which he
certainly had never cxpected to sea there,

Gilded wings were spread out, a curly head
looked down und short, round arms held up
two sets of candle sockets. It was the bronze
angel from the quiet house in the Harz Moun-
tains. It was he without a doubt.

He stood there and stared and stared. His
thoughts galloped, his heart beat violently,
Would the candles in those sockets never burn?

A number was called; the angel was carried
to the front.

“A bronze candelabrum,” cried a voice to the
waiting crowd, and through the mass pushed
a slender figure, dressed in deepest black., The
blond hair glistened under the thin texture of
the black veil.

Yes, he knew her, too—Regina.

His heart rose in ‘his throat. He saw dis-
tinetly how her delicate hand singed a trans-
fer paper, how ghe refused with a shake of the
head any payment for her gift and then turned
to go. Almost reverently the people stood aside
for her as, with the air of distinction whieh
was o0 natural to her, she made her way out.

He rushed to mest her cagerly, impulsively.
Now he must speak to her. He must.

“Regina! Friulein Woltér, don't you know
me?"

She gave a start. A soft glow rose in her
cheeks and her eyes shone with the same radi
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Again a glow came inl
vegan: d
“1 had a brother., Karl was his nsme
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“After that 1 felt that my angel’s )
ought never to burn again. Ihey il'"m
had their highest dedication.”
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Deeply affected, he kizsed the girl
hand and then drew it under his srme

“I thank you, Regina."”
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She nodded assent. 1
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